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Line Dancing Is For Geeks 


hat is this thing with Line 

Dancing? You know, the deal 
where you slap your hiney with 
your left ankle while pirouetting on 
your elbow, and then kick your 
neighbor in the kneecap, followed 
by a deep dip, a toe-drag, and an 
Achy Breaky on your gluteus maxi- 
mus. 

This is not new. 

This has been the preferred 
dance of geeks for fifty years. 

Everybody who was _ too 
uncoordinated to two-step always 
did Line Dancing. So when did it 
become this thing, with 97,000 
people a night struttin around like 
constipated roosters? 

Because, let’s face it, nobody 
looks good doing a Line Dance. Re- 
member when all those people in 
the seventies took disco lessons and 
tried to dance like John Travolta, 
but instead they looked like Mr. 
Green Jeans on acid? 

Line Dancing is worse. 

First of all, who could put up 
with that many chubby girls stickin 
their frosted blow-dryed hair-dos in 
your face, rarin back till their spines 
are parallel to the floor, threaten- 
ing at any moment to become hu- 


whole line of boot-scootin wranglers. No wonder they 
got no-smokin rules in some of these honky-tonks. If 
you lit up a cigarette near one of those human hair- 
spray chains, you could charbroil thirty-seven people 
before Billy Ray Cyrus got to the steel-guitar solo. 
Western dancin started out as a couples thing. 
Two-step, three-step, however many steps didn’t 
matter, but it was a date deal, because you can tell 
more about a person when she has her fingers 
hooked in your belt loop than you could from three 





Sam Jones, the actor who looks like Billy Ray Cyrus on 
steroids, prepares to protect Joey House from the camera in 
man bowling balls and take out a /tst of Honor. 


hours of listening to her talk about her brother-in- 
law’s cute little niece or how many customer-service 
supervisors have been fired this year at the Daisy BB 
Rifle plant where she works. You know what I mean? 
The gal can either dance or she can’t. You’re gonna 
find out what kinda woman you're dealing with here. 
But what do you find out from Line Dancing? 
Basically, you find out whether she can chew 
gum and stomp snails at the same time. There’s 
nothin more unfeminine than a Line Dance. In fact, 


now that I think about it, there’s nothin more 
unmasculine than a Line Dance. 

Wait a minute! I’ve figured it out! That’s it! 
That’s why everbody’s doing this. 

It’s a Prince thing, right? It’s one of those an- 
drogynous, unisex, I-forgot-where-my-sex-organs- 
are-located dealies. It’s another one of those nineties 
religions, where we don’t do anything, we just simu- 
late it. 

Am I close here? 

Am I onto something? 

Life is gettin way too complicated for me. I gotta 
get a real job. 

Anyhow, speaking of stuff that’s twenty years 
too late, Fist of Honor just came out, and it’s one of 
the greatest Godfather ripoffs ever made, starring 
the great Abe Vigoda as the good godfather and 
Harry Guardino as the evil godfather. The two dons 
divide up El Lay and declare a truce between the 
families, but what they don’t count on is one gangster’s 
wife aardvarking around with a mobster from the 
other team. Expensive foreign-car fireballs and 
closeup pistol-to-the-torso action ensue. 

Meanwhile, Irish kung-fu loan-shark collection 
agent Sam Jones, who looks like Billy Ray Cyrus on 
steroids, is working for Harry Guardino and having 
sex with beautiful lounge singer Joey House, who 
used to be “involved” with Guardino when she was 15 
years old and Guardino was about, oh, 55. One of 
those Woody Allen deals. As we all know, if we’ve 
ever watched a gangster movie, this is extremely bad 
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Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Miscellaneous 

Juggling bean bags, Northern Exposure memo book (3), 
MPI Home Video western bandana (red), Sneakers pop-up 1993 
desk calendar (2), TransEco Possum & Rodent Snare Trapping 
Kit, Telegraph Avenue Street Calendar 1993, naked woman 
mini jigsaw puzzle, Stephanie’s “The Truth About Men” 1993 
calendar, Tears of a Princess handkerchief, Night of the Living 
Dead authentic zombie dirt, Gahan Wilson monster baseball 
trading cards, Night of the Living Dead trading cards, You Slay 
Me! trading cards, skeleton rubber stamp, Addams Family 
Thing puppet, whoopee cushion, KLOL condom keychain, 
Bloody Visions trading cards, hand buzzer, Quimby adult 
comics; 15-second endless loop outgoing message tape, John 
Travolta post card; Rodeo card, deck of cards, New Hampshire 
Gazette, Dancin’ Grannies 1992 calendar, Stephen King post- 
cards, “Fatal Visions” 1992 calendar for the weird at heart, 
emergency condom keychain, Funny Pages, sexy girl 1992 
poster calendar, Telegraph Avenue Street 1992 Calendar, 1992 
Rhino calendar, puzzler games (2), The Movie Channel bal- 
loons, Loadstar Commodore discs, Dallas Mavericks ’89-90 
team calendars, Dallas Mavericks’90-91 team calendar, Charlie 
Foxe stickers (10), various postcards, Centrum wristwatch. 


news for the new boyfriend. 

There’s a whole lot of plot getting in the way of 
the story, there’s a whole lot of guys named Enzio 
and Vinnie and Rigatoni, and, of course, we’ve got 
your standard black-cop-on-the-take, and he is... 
Bubba Smith! 

I think you can see what’s coming here: 

Betrayal, followed by... 

Betrayal, followed by... 

A whole lot of Betrayal, followed by... 

Revenge. 

More revenge. 

And double-reverse extra-special splattered- 
brains-on-the-ceiling Deluxe Revenge. 

Fourteen dead bodies. Two breasts. Eleven 
fistfights, with headbutts, chokeholds, kickboxing, 
lead pipes. Three explosions, with fireballs. Flaming 
gangster. Kung Fu. Baseball bat Fu. Welding torch 
Fu. Two-by-four Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Joey House, as the bimbo lounge singer, 
for singing Nat King Cole’s “L-O-V-E” and really 
meaning it; Sam Jones, as a big oafish loan-shark 
collection agent who has about seventeen fights per 
day, and never collects from anybody without having 
to beat him senseless; Jamie Alba, as the young Al 
Pacino Clone, for saying “My father taught me that 
business is business”; and Bubba Smith, as the 
crooked cop who says “You broke the truce in the 
worst way—I need a body.” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Andrew Stevens goes into the woods with a blind girl, but fails to meet... 


The Junk Food Bears 


hey’re building this 

zoo in Montana for 
Junk Food Bears. It’s like 
a Betty Ford Center for 
erizzly bears. 

They’ve got all these 
bears from Yellowstone 
Park who get addicted to 
human food, cause 
they’ve been nosin 
around in campgrounds 
for years, scarfing up 
Hungry Man dinners 
and Hostess cupcakes, 
until that’s all they 
wanna eat. So the idea is 
we should get these 
junkie bears out of the 
park before they start 
acting like crackheads 
and mugging tourists 
just to lick the Doritos 
crumbs off their Mexi- 
can shirts. 

Evidently the bears have become so good at this 
that they can stand eight miles downwind of a 
Winnebago with Arizona plates, and tell each other 
exactly which all-you-can-eat roadside buffet on In- 
terstate 90 the people stopped at. 

The bears have been known to wait on the 
outskirts of the camp until the Hibachi has been 


a 






The A-Man, emoting. 


Carl Strano breathes on blind girl Sherilyn Wolter in the first erotic- 
thriller-for-the-handicapped, Eyewitness To Murder. 





fired up and the hamburgers broiled for exactly 90 
seconds—they like em rare, with just a hint of smoky 
seasoning—before barging into the campsite, knock- 
ing the grill over with a paw, and stuffing a few 
patties down the old gullet. They especially like 
church groups, because one grizzly can eat approxi- 
mately 187 quarter-pounders at a time. 

Anyhow, likeI say, they have 
this plan to round up all the 
junkie bears and put em in a 
“habitat” located in West 
Yellowstone, Montana, at the 
western entrance to the park. 
But this is controversial. The 
environmentalists say this would 
be taking the “monarch of the 
forest” and turning him into a 
Mickey Mouse for tourists. And 
so they’re having these big argu- 
ments about it. 

But my question is, “What 
are they gonna feed these acid- 
head bears once they get em 
rounded up?” 

I think they should let em 
continue to eat human food. Af- 
ter all, we’re the ones that got em 
hooked on the stuff to begin with. 
I mean, don’t you think it’s a 





Carl Strano begs to differ. 


little cruel to be giving em porterhouse sirloins for 
ten years and then suddenly say, “Okay, Big Guy, 
this is for your own good. Eat this berry. Here, have 
a little parsley with it”? | 

At the very least you could give em Methadone 
treatments. The first day, Sno-balls. Next day, Fritos. 
Third day, lemonade and unsalted beef jerky. And 
then after about three years—which is practically 
nothing in Bear Time—you’d work em clear up to 
organic Caesar salads. 

But the other thing you’ve got to take into 
consideration is that we are gonna put em in prison, 
so it’s not like we should be depriving em of their food 
of choice. How about this for a plan? Any tourist who 
shows up to look at the bear who is fatter than the 
bear, has to give all his food to the bear. 

Think about it. 

You've seen those pictures of who goes into that 
park in the summer, haven’t you? 
You’ve seen those shots from behind, 
haven’t you, with the pale white up- 
per thighs flashing in the sun like 
Indians signalling from the moun- 
taintops? 

You really wanna do something 
for the environment? Believe me, this 
idea would be good for us, and good 
for the bear. 

And speaking of species that turn 
up where they're least expected, we 
have an Andrew Stevens Alert this 
week. The hardest-working man in B 
movies is back in Eyewitness To Mur- 
der, the first erotic thriller for the 
handicapped, starring Andrew as the 
sensitive El Lay cop who falls in love 
with a beautiful blind artist he’s pro- 





Andrew Stevens’ wife doesn’t get much 
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tecting from the evil drug dealer 
who’s coming back to finish her 
off, but not before Andrew can 
teach her to ride horses and 
steal some nookie under a tree. 

This is one of those things 
where Andrew walks around 
playing big-brother security 
guard for most of the movie, 
saying stuff like, “I need protec- 
tion, Captain—are you going to 
give it to me?” and “We’ve got a 
tag team here—we don’t think 
he was the only killer.” And 
meanwhile we sit around lis- 
tening to Andrew whine about 
his dead wife, waiting for the 
creepola to show up and kill the 
two wacky sidekicks, Police Of- 
ficer Adrian Zmed and Kick- 
boxing Nurse Karen Elise 
Baldwin, and chase the blind 
girl around a farm until Andrew can ventilate his 
gizzards for him. 

I think they lost about sixty pages of script in the 
middle of this movie. It’s got a beginning. It’s got an 
ending. And the middle is missing, if you know what 
I mean. 

Eleven dead bodies. Skull-bashing. Ear-spiking. 
Pottery-wire strangulation. One explosion, with fire- 
ball. Kung Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for soap opera actress Sherilyn Wolter, as the 
hard-drinking artist blinded by a would-be killer, for 
screaming hysterically every time she realizes she’s 
blind; Carl Strano, for shooting a gun dealer at point- 
blank range and delivering a plot synopsis when he 
says “This is too easy!”; and Andrew Stevens, for 
waxing poetical about his failed jazz-clarinet career. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





screen time. 





Reviews by the Big Studio Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Shelley Duvall’s Bedtime Stories, Vol. 4-6 
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“Entertaining” “touching” “extremely watchable” 
animated stories for the very young (“no violence, irony or 
‘disturbing’ scenes”), featuring 
“nice,” although “sometimes irri- 
tating,” introductions by executive 
producer Shelley Duvall, and some 
“super” narration, especially by 
Martin Short on two dinosaur sto- 
ries by Carol Carrick. The “funni- 
est” story is Jean Davies Oki- 
moto’s Blumpoe the Grumpoe Meets 
Arnold the Cat; in this tale of a bed- 
and-breakfast where youre allowed 
to pick out your own cat when you 
check in, narrator John Candy has 
“a special knack for reading,” 
“though the animation is crude.” 
Michael J. Fox is also a “standout” 
reading Mercer Mayer’s There’s a 
Nightmare in My Closet. Two other 
Mayer stories are featured—There’s 
an Alligator Under My Bed, nar- 
rated by “expert” Christian 
Slater, and There’s Something in 
My Attic, narrated by “best of all” 
Sissy Spacek. The final story is 
Wanday Ga’g’s Millions of Cats, 
narrated by James Earl Jones. 
“Far superior to Saturday morning 
cartoons!” “The animation isn’t 
on a Disney level, but it’s good for little kids. It scares me that I 
like them.” “The episodes are in six-to-ten-minute pieces, 
which feel just right for this age group.” Writers (live action): 
Duvall, Carol Davies. Director (live action): Jeff Stein. 
[Showtime/MCA-Universal. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 88. 


Singles 
“Shallow” “cheap-looking” “endless” Seattle grunge-rock 
dating drama starring the “pretty good” Matt Dillon “and his 
amazing wig—or is that real hair?” as a “drugged-out rocker,” 
with “appealing” Bridget Fonda as his breast-obsessed long- 
suffering girlfriend, and several romantic subplots about “self- 
obsessed people contemplating their navels in between getting 
their rocks off’ while living in the same apartment building, 
including the main relationship between the “excellent” Campbell 
Scott and Kyra Sedgwick. Written and directed by Cameron 
Crowe, who insisted on putting two scenes into the video version 
that were excluded 
from the theatri- 
cal film (“six more 
minutes of tor- 
ture”). “A poor- 
man’s version of 
When Harry Met 
Sally.” “Tying all 
the relationships 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 


up correctly at the 
63-80 Decent endisa Hollywood 
79-75 Watchable tradition I thought 
74-65 Pathetic Crowe might 
spurn. Great 


64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


soundtrack” fea- 
turing home- 









Drugged-outgrungerocker Matt Dillondoesn’tknow whathe’sgotin Bridget Fonda—intilheloses 
her,ofcourse—in thetediousrelationshipfilm Singles. 


grown Seattle bands Pearl Jam, Alice in Chains, Soundgarden, 
Mudhoney and Screaming Trees, “but it seems like tracks are 
inserted at random.” “New Wave music misses the mark.” “Matt! 
Matt! Get a grip, dude! Fire your agent.” “How many decades is 
Matt Dillon’s adolescence going to last?” “We could do without the 


cutesy titles that proceed every vignette.” “MTV shows better and 
more believable long-haired Seattle music fans.” “I’d rather 
watch a Jeopardy repeat.” Minority opinion: “Much hipper than 
any Woody Allen movie of the last 15 years.” Four breasts. Cast: 
Eric Stoltz (“superb” as an obnoxious mime), Tom Skerritt 
(“did we really need this cameo?” as the Seattle mayor), Bill 
Pullman (“good,” but “in the land of the blind, the one-eyed man 
is king” as Dr. Jamison), Sheila Kelley (“great” as Debbie Hunt), 
Tim Burton (“good” in a cameo as the video director at a video 
dating company), James LeGros (“makes the most of a small 
part” as Andy), Jim True (David Bailey). [Warner. 1992/93. ] 
Overall rating: 81. 


The Sword and the Rose 


We got wildly mixed reactions to this epic love story—it’s 
either “totally predictable” and “one-dimensional” or “really 
good”—starring the “outstanding” “sexy” Glynis Johns, “cute as 
a bug” as Mary Tudor, the younger sister of Henry VII, who 
romances and wins a commoner, “fifties teeny-bopper delight” 
Richard Todd. Unfortunately, she’s already promised to Louis 
XII, and is forced to marry him to save Todd from execution. She 
exacts a promise that she can marry Todd when the French king 
dies, and spends the rest of the movie overcoming the “exceed- 
ingly tame” machinations of her brother the duke, “underplayed” 
by the “suitably sinister” Michael Gough. King Henry, a “hedo- 
nistic bully” played “impressively” by James Robertson Jus- 
tice with his “wonderful booming voice,” turns out to be “surpris- 
ingly soft-hearted” in the end, as Mary “drinks, dances and horse- 
rides” Louis to an early grave. “Justice doesn’t play the part of 
Henry VIII. Heis Henry VIII.” “Great” “snazzy” “truly excellent” 
costumes. “It could safely be shown in church basements to 
anyone who can sit through the TV series Beauty and the Beast 
without snickering.” “The more lines Richard Todd has to speak, 


the more obvious his limitations.” “There’s one ludicrous scene 
where Glynis Johns disguises herself as a page on aship (asifshe 
could pass for a male!).” “It ain’t Prince Valiant. It ain’t Errol 
Flynn. It ain’t Douglas Fairbanks. It ain’t Macaulay Culkin!” Two 
dead bodies. One wrestling match. Sword Fu. Cast: Jean Mercure 





Glynis Johns, as Mary Tudor, is determined to marry bare-chested 
teen heart-throb Richard Todd, and she’ll see that her husband the 
French king drops dead, if that’s what it takes, in the fifties costume 


drama The Sword and the Rose. 


(“standout” as King Louis), Jane Barrett (Lady Margaret), 
Peter Copley (Sir Edwin Caskoden). Writer: Lawrence Ed- 
ward Watkin (“superior”). Director: Ken Annakin (“nice”). 
[RKO/Walt Disney. 1956/93.] Overall rating: 80. 


Ariel’s Undersea Adventures: 
Mermaid—Whale of a Tale 


“Thoughtful” but “run-of-the-mill” “boring” “morality plays” 
based on Ariel, Disney’s “golden egg” “goody-goody” “mermaid 
with cleavage” from the feature film The Little Mermaid. In the 
first two “feeble” episodes of this American-Japanese co-produc- 
tion, Ariel and friends raise an orphan whale, who in turn saves 
them from sharks, then reform a little mer-boy who has fallen in 
with “underworld crustaceans” and must learn that that “is not 
a great career move.” “Standard cartoon message pieces—be 
kind to everyone, etc.” “Adults can enjoy classic Disney films— 
but not these.” “Episode 1 could do for whaling what Bambi did 
for hunting.” “The best newcomer is the Lobster Mobster, with a 
James Cagney voice.” “For kids only.” “Voices poor, music not too 
good.” “The calypso crab music just doesn’t cut it.” “Has Tokyo 
bought Walt Disney? Is nothing sacred?” Harpoon Fu. Trident 
Fu. Voices: Sam Wright (Sebastian), Jodi Benson (Ariel), 
Edan Gross, Ken Mars, Jim Cummings, Joe Alaskey, Danny 
Cooksey, David Lander. Writer (“Whale of a Tale”): Peter S. 
Beagle. Writers (“Urchin”): Tedd Anasti, Patsy Cameron. 
Producer/Director: Jamie Mitchell. [Walt Disney. 1992/93. ] 
Overall rating: 80. 


EBHEEE & 
Fortune and Men’s Eyes 
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Fortune and Men’s Eyes: “Intense” “extremely graphic” 
“sinister” “disgusting” “uncomfortable” prison drama starring 
the “one-expression” “too-naive” Wendell Burton, who gets 
sentenced to six months for pot possession and finds himselfina 
place “full of incarcerated drag queens playing pointless S&M 
games with each other.” He learns that the only way to protect 
himself against “psychotic cellmates” is to become the sexual 
slave of a tough guy, the “excellent” Zooey Hall, until he’s 
befriended by Michael Greer, a “scene-stealer” as the flamboy- 
ant “bitchy, catty and condescending” Queenie, “the princess of 


the cells,” who convinces him to rebel and become a predator 
himself in a jail where happy endings are impossible. “A cult 
classic that stands the test of time.” “The atmosphere is terrific— 
mostly closeups shot entirely inside a prison in Quebec, creating 
a feeling almost as claustrophic as the German film Das Boot.” 
se “This would be very effective in convincing people 
that they don’t want to go to jail.” “The gang-rape 
scene is soreal it’s almost painful to watch.” “Michael 
Greer’s performance is a definitive preview of the 
role that won an Oscar for William Hurt in Kiss of the 
Spiderwoman.” “Life in homosexual hell.” “Not a 
pleasant film.” “Instead of women in chains, we get 
male bimbos in chains exploitation. I find male rape 
about as much fun to watch as female rape. Pasting 
Shakespearean titles on this stuff doesn’t buy re- 
spectability.” Two dead bodies. Two riots. One brawl. 
Face-slapping. Real male bonding. “Male Butt-Bongo 
Fiesta.” Cast: Danny Freedman (“superb” as Mona), 
Larry Perkins (Screwdriver). Writer: John 
Herbert (“great”), from an Off-Broadway play. Di- 
rector: Harvey Hart (“superb”). [MGM/MGM-UA. 
1971/92.] Overall rating: 79. 


BEBEE BB 
Private Lives 


“Snappy “clever” but “dated” and “slow- 
moving” Noel Coward comedy starring the “excel- 
lent” team of Norma Shearer and Robert Mont- 
gomery, who have “great chemistry” as two bon 
vivants who are newly divorced and remarried to 
new partners, but meet up again at a hotel where 
they happen to have adjoining honeymoon suites, only to fall in 
love again, run off together, and remember why they got divorced 
in the first place. Reginald Denny and Una Merkel are “good” 
in “extended cameos’ as the other spouses. “As usual, when a play 
is turned into a movie, you get nothing more than a film of the 
play.” “The early-thirties overacting is annoying.” “For archivists 
only.” “Good for the old folks.” “You would probably see Robert 
Montgomery tarred and feathered today for saying a line like 
‘Some women deserve to be slapped.” Minority opinions: “Sur- 
prisingly undated.” “One of the best of its genre.” Record-over- 
the-head Fu. Wrestling Fu. Cast: Jean Hersholt (“good” as 
Oscar), George Davis. Writers: Hans Kraly, Richard Schayer, 
from Coward’s play. Director: Sidney Franklin (“brisk”). [| MGM/ 
MGM-DA. 1931/92.] Overall rating: 77. 


The Legend of Wolf Mountain 


99 oes 


“Okay”-to-”incredibly inept” “unimaginative” “implausible” 
“Disney-style” family adventure, “filled with mystical mumbo- 
jumbo,” about three “snot-nose rug rats” who happen to be in acar 
stolen by two bumbling prison escapees, including the “freaky” 
“standout” Robert Z’Dar, “who appears to have a mild case of 
Rocky Dennis Disease” and is “the only saving grace in the 
movie,” as he goes around bent on “popping the little creeps.” He 
and his partner, David Shark (“a cross between Tim Conway 
and Dick Smothers”), carry the kids into the wolf country of 
Northern Utah, and end up on Wolf Mountain, where the kids 
escape with the help of Don Shanks, a guardian Indian warrior 
who can change into a wolf. Bo Hopkins “grimaces through the 
film” as Ranger Steve, father of one of the kidnapped kids, Nicole 
Lund, who communes with the wolf-spirit in dreams, along with 
her grown-up sister Vivian Schilling. Schilling returns from 
college to organize the search party while “on the verge of 
hysterics the whole time.” “This is for the middle-school age 
bracket, but the filmmakers have ‘young’ confused with ‘re- 
tarded.’ It’s typical of this movie that the word ‘wolf’ is pro- 
nounced ‘woof throughout.” “The 700 Club would call it godless 
New-Age indoctrination perpetrated by secular humanists.” “Af- 
ter a promising start, it nosedives.” “It takes place in Utah, but 
most everybody has a deep Southern accent.” “No morphing in 
this film.” “The wolves are spectacular.” Z’Dar has the best line: 


“You eat my last Ding Dong and I'll put a hole in your head.” One 
motor vehicle chase. Cast: Mickey Rooney (“a joke” as Pat 
Jenson, asearch-party member), Jonathan Best (“standout” as 
John Page), Star Roman (“briefbut funny scene” as Mrs. James), 
Natalie Lund (“weak” as Maggie Haynes). Writers: Craig 
Clyde, James Hennessy (“absurd plot, bad writing,” “the writ- 
ers need to return their checks”). Director: 
Clyde (“bad”). [Hemdale. 1992/93.] Overall rat- 
ing: 75. 


BEES & 
The Guardsman 


“Tough-to-watch” “dull” “campy” 
farce, Ferenc Molnar’s Broadway hit that 
many regard as the greatest accomplishment 
of the Hungarian playwright who was the Neil 
Simon of the teens and twenties. This is the 
only filmed appearance of the “charming” 
Alfred Lunt and “excellent” Lynn Fon- 
tanne, whostar as two hammy married actors. 
Lunt tests his wife’s loyalty and his own skills 
by disguising himself as a Russian guardsman 
and seducing Fontanne. The seduction works, 
but she says later she knew all along—or did 
she? “Yawn.” “I fell asleep.” “For college 
classrooms only—Sominex for the terminally 
insomniac.” “Lunt reminds me of an animated 
Charlie McCarthy doll.” “Not nearly as much 
fun as The Chocolate Soldier, in which Nelson 
Eddy plays the same role.” “For archivists 
only—or late nights on the AMC cable chan- 
nel.” “About the only example of Lunt and 
Fontanne together on film, so cherished by 
those of us who didn’t live in New York City in 
the thirties.” Minority opinions: “Good stage- 
to-screen adaptation—not just a filmed play.” 
“One of the rare stageplays that makes a good 
transition.” Cast: Zasu Pitts (“a doll” as Liesl, “although she 
doesn’t have a lot to do”), Roland Young (“standout” as The 


Critic, a crony of Lunt’s), Maude Eburne, Herman Bing. 


Writer: Ernest Vajda (“well-written”), from Molnar’s play. Di- 
rector: Sidney Franklin. [MGM/MGM-DA. 1931/92.] Overall 
rating: 74. 


Ah, Wilderness! 


“Stupefyingly dull,” “overacted and hokey” nostalgic 
comedy (the only one Eugene O’Neill ever wrote) featuring 
“dated material” and “corny actors playing artificial people.” 
Starring “snobby geek” Eric Linden as a “thoroughly 
unlikeable” idealistic 18-year-old who wants to “live, live, live” 
before going off to high school, so he flirts shallowly with socialism 
and seriously with achorus girl, while fielding comments from his 
“likeable boozer” reporter uncle, “show-stealing” Wallace Beery, 
and his New England publisher father, the “excellent” Lionel 
Barrymore. “Americana for brain-dead comatose Mormons.” 
“Barrymore is great with his wry one-liners.” “This is avery young 
Mickey Rooney as the youngest son, and even then you can see 
why Mickey would be hard to stay married to.” Minority opinion: 
“An old classic that wears well.” Cast: Spring Byington 
(“standout” as Essie), Aline MacMahon (“clearly outclassed by 
the other ‘names’ in the cast, her funereal expressions painful to 
watch” as Lily), Cecilia Parker (Muriel). Writers: Frances 
Goodrich, Albert Hackett (“unbelievably slim plot”), from 
O’Neill’s play. Director: Clarence Brown (“keeps it fun”). [MGM/ 
MGM-DA. 1935/92.] Overall rating: 74. 





The Haynes family is one big grinning happy clan after little Nicole Lund 
(front row left) is saved from evil convicts by an ancient Indian wolf-spirit 
and returned to her big sister Vivian Schilling, forest ranger dad Bo 
Hopkins, and little sister Natalie Lund, in the pro-environmental New Age 
Disneyesque family adventure The Legend of Wolf Mountain. 


Omar Khayyam 


“Weak but well-intentioned” “routine” costume drama that 
“doesn’t quite cut it,” told in “romantic, poetic dialogue that gets 
laughable at times,” starring Cornel Wilde as Hollywood's ver- 


sion of Persia’s renowned poet-patriot. Omar Khayyam is a 
commoner who gains the trust of the shah, the “excellent” but 
“wasted” Raymond Massey, then spends the rest of the movie 
fighting would-be assassins to gain the impossible love of the sire’s 
fourth wife, “perfect 10” Debra Paget (“a doll”), although “she has 
trouble acting under the weight of all that Maybelline.” When the 
king dies, Omar’s in luck. The supporting cast is “a B-movie 
bonanza,” including John Derek (“before Bo was born”) as a 
prince, the“merely pudgy, not totally bloated” Sebastian Cabot, 
Michael Rennie “with eyes that look like he’s possessed by 
aliens,” “trying to steal the show” as a terrorist, and Edward 
Platt, better known as ‘Chief on Get Smart, who runs a camp for 
assassins on hashish. “Sometimes leans toward “The Conway 
Twitty High School Presents Omar and Me’!” “A lot like The Doors, 
with Cornel Wilde spouting constant poetry. There’s even a drug 
scene.” “Cornel Wilde reciting poetry to Debra Paget is great 
‘camp’ fun, except it’s not supposed to be. Where was Charlton 
Heston?” “Cornel Wilde looks like he’s hit the wine barrel too often 
and recites poetry as though he were reading a fortune cookie. Too 
bad they couldn’t get Tyrone Power.” “No plot line—the charac- 
ters just mill around for an hour and a half. All Omar does is talk, 
talk, talk about how much ‘in love’ he is. Who cares?” “The only 
highlight is the appearance of two severed heads of assassins 
preserved in wax and honey as a trophy.” “El-cheapo sets,” 
including “a sky that is obviously a painted board.” Eleven dead 
bodies. Exploding mountain stronghold. One fistfight. Scimitar 
Fu. Dagger Fu. Spear Fu. Cast: Perry Lopez (Ahmoud). Writer: 
Barre Lyndon (“rather bad dialogue”). Director: William 
Dieterle. [Paramount/Gateway. 1957/92.] Overall rating: 73. 


Members of the Big Studio Committee are David A. Dowling, government/economics teacher, Stranahan High School, 
Fort Lauderdale, Fla.; Chip Howard, sportscaster, Bryan, Tex.; Bailey Jones, master control operator at a religious TV 
network, Birmingham, Ala.; Jo Nelle K. Jordan, graphic artist, Lewistown, Pa.; Daniel C. Rowe, musician, Seattle; Jeff 
Sadler, insurance consultant and author, Orlando; Patrick Spreng, computer bulletin board system operator, Carrollton, 
Tex.; and Mark Staycer, Satellite Music Network broadcaster, Plano, Tex. 


harles Band’s 

Full Moon En- 
tertainment, best 
known for its low- 
budget sci-fi film 
factory (Dollman, 
Dr. Mordrid, 
Trancers, Puppet 
Master), is branch- 
ing out into erotic 
thrillers. Full 
Moon’s new divi- 
sion, Torchlight, 
will produce six of 
them a year, begin- 
ning with Blond 
Heaven, starring 
Brigitte Nielsen. Second 
on the schedule is Test Tube 
Teens From the Year 2000. 
Most of the Torchlight titles 
will go straight to Para- 
mount Home Video. 

€ 

Truly original radio sta- 
tions are even rarer than 
truly original newspapers, 
but one of our favorite is 
KUSF in San Francisco, 
which has everything from 
Pakistani to Turkish to rap 
to Brazilian music, as well 
as free-for-all programming 
in which deejays actually 
choose their own stuff, and 
classical shows that are so 
specialized they have one 
devoted entirely to record- 
ings of historical instru- 
ments that aren’t used any- 
more. They even do radio 
drama on a show called 
Shoestring Radio Theatre, 
which has broadcast more 
than 100 episodes since 
1988. The station is very 
loosely affiliated with the 
University of San Francisco 
and is located on the cam- 
pus, but it’s free of Catholic 
influence and has an activ- 
ist, mostly volunteer staff from the community. The 
only reason we're telling you this is that the KUSF 
program guide is one of the most interesting radio 
publications going, packed with articles on Hindu 
poetry, “corporate weasel” radio (the other stations 
in town), ragtime, movies, fiction, weird religions, 
and generally all the topics that other radio stations 
are not talking about. It’s available by request (but 





GRapevine 


... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 





Whimsical Denmark gave us Victor Borge, 
hard-core pornography, and, of course, 
Brigitte Fu. 


don’t be a jerk— 
send this non-com- 
mercial station ten 
or twenty bucks) 
from: KUSF Pro- 
gram Guide, 2130 





Fulton St., San 
Francisco, CA 
94117. 
¢ 
As First- 


Amendment radi- 
cals and Court TV 
addicts, we here at 
The Joe Bob Report 
fully support efforts 
to pass the Fully 
Informed Jury Act in all fifty 
states. This is simply an 
amendment to state consti- 
tutions requiring judges to 
tell jurors that they can do 
whatever the hell they want 
to do, and that they do not 
have to follow any “instruc- 
tions” given them by the 
judge. There’s been a ten- 
dency in recent years for 
judges to read long lists of 
guidelines to a jury, along 
the lines of “If you find that 
the defendant meant to 
strike Mr. Smith, but did 
not mean to kill him, then 
you must find the defendant 
guilty of second-degree man- 
slaughter. But if you find 
that the defendant meant to 
strike Mr. Smith, with the 
predetermined intention of 
killing him, then you must 
. .. And this is just not 
true. According to the U.S. 
Constitution and many state 
constitutions, the jury is the 
sole judge of law and fact. 
The jury can do anything it 
wants to do, for any reason. 
Many judges believe that 
they are the judge of law, 
and that juries determine 
fact only. But the principle of trial by jury, and jury 
alone, was established on September 5, 1670, when 
a jury in London refused to convict William Penn for 
preaching Quakerism, which was then an illegal 
religion. Penn had preached to his congregation on 
the street after being locked out of the Quaker 
meeting house. Then, when the jury chose to ignore 
the law and refused to convict him, the four jurors 


were thrown into prison. Nine weeks later they were 
released and exonerated, establishing the precedent 
we supposedly live under today—namely, that the 
jury decides all matters of law, and all matters of 
fact. So what’s the problem? The problem is that no 
state has any law requiring the judge to tell the jury 
they have this right. That’s where the Fully In- 
formed Jury Associa- 
tion comes in. Every 
state now has an or- 
ganization trying to 
get this law passed. 
In Texas, for ex- 
ample, we need to get 
this done while Gov- 
ernor Ann Rich- 
ards, who is partial 
to the idea, remains 
in office. If we’d had 
this law 25 years ago, 
we'd never have had 
guys getting life 
terms for marijuana 
possession. So if you 
want to help out, you 
can contact: Honey 
Lanham, Lone Star 
FIJA, 4327 Sexton 
Ln., Dallas, TX 
15229. 
€ 

Dennis Hopper will direct and take a small 
cameo in Easy Rider IT, because you've got to do your 
own thing in your own place and time... or, well, at 
least within 25 years of your own place and time. 

€ 

Talk about a fanatic, Eric Predoehl puts out 
The Louie Report for one reason and one reason 
only—to praise the song “Louie Louie.” This eight- 
page zine is devoted to documenting every single 
movie, TV show, and record featuring the song, not 
to mention every time it’s mentioned in an article or 
referred to by a celebrity, with the intention of 
eventually raising enough money for Eric’s long-in- 
development documentary, The Meaning of Louie. 
Why he’s doing this is not exactly clear, except that 
he considers the song “legendary,” with perhaps the 
greatest lyrics ever written. (Others on the “Louie 
Louie” bandwagon agree. It’s been proposed as the 
official state song in both Oregon and Washington. ) 
To get the newsletter, you basically have to beg, 
since he puts it out whenever he feels like it, but if 
you re thinking of investing in his movie, he’ll prob- 
ably zap one to you overnight. (We’re not sure how 
this fits in, but the owner of the song, a music 
publisher called Windswept Pacific, recently sold 
the film rights to Chicago-based producer Marvin 
Rosenblum, whose films include 1984, White Mis- 
chief, The Playboys and Toward Zero. He wants to 


release the film next year on the 30th anniversary of 
the Kingsmen record that made it a hit. It was 
actually written in 1955 by Richard Berry.) Eric’s 
regular job is as a commercial video producer in the 
San Francisco Bay area, and you can write to him at: 
Eric Predoehl, Illustrative Auteur Media, P.O. Box 
2430, Santa Clara, CA 95055-2430. 





Peter, Dennis and Jack are threatening to climb back into the saddle. 


€ 

Who owns the film rights to Spider Man? Leg- 
endary Israeli B-movie producer Menahem Golan 
claims he does, and so his 21st Century Film Corp. is 
suing one of the heaviest of heavyweights, Carolco 
Pictures, maker of such blockbusters as Terminator 
2 and Basic Instinct, over whether Golan gets credit 
as a producer of the film version. Golan acquired the 
rights, then sold them to Carolco in 1990, but he 
claims Carolco can’t use them without crediting him 
as the second producer after James Cameron. 
Carolco claims they don’t owe him any credit at all. 
Why all this fighting over such a vague thing as 
“credit”? Because even famous producers have re- 
sumes, and your resume is only as good as its last six 
months. 

€ 

From the set of The Stand, the eight-hour 
miniseries based on Stephen King’s epic novel, 
comes word that the ABC network recently sent a 
four-page single-spaced memo full of script changes 
and “good taste” warnings. For a scene in a disco, 
ABC was concerned that all the dancing girls’ tops 
should be modest, and that “the nipple effect should 
be avoided.” Since no one in cast or crew had ever 
heard the term “nipple effect” before, this led to 
dozens of jokes and the planning of a science fiction 
movie called, of course, The Nipple Effect. (“And 
They Thought Their Bras Were Safe!”) 


THIS MONTH : Top Scientists ponder the 
differences between deat and 
hon-deaf cats¥ 


Pu 


VM, Dvive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie 
Channel every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 
Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

August 28: One False Move: Best action movie of 
the year on Drive-In Theater, starring Bill Paxton as 
a small-town Arkansas sheriff who gets personally in- 
volved in a Los Angeles murder investigation involving 
two cold-blooded killers, Billy Bob Thornton and 
Michael Beach, who are heading toward his town with 
a black woman Paxton once knew and, unbeknownst to 
him, fathered a son with (played by Cynda Williams). 
Four stars. (Second feature: Dollman: Comic action 
fantasy starring Tim Thomerson as a supercop from 
the Planet Arturos who travels 10,000 light years by 
mistake and lands in the South Bronx, where he discov- 
ers he’s only 13 inches high and gang members are 
trying to kill him. With Kamala Lopez as the idealistic 
young gang widow who helps him clean up the neighbor- 
hood. Four stars.) 

September 4: House IV: Terri Treas moves into 
the creepy domicile with her wheelchair-bound daugh- 
ter, Melissa Clayton, only to discover she’s living on top of an 
ancient Indian spring, and that a midget chemical magnate wants 
to demolish the house and use it as a dump site for toxic waste. Oh 
yeah, her dead husband, William Katt, keeps showing up, and the 
housekeeper is loony, and she’s not too sure about the pizza- 
delivery guy, either. Three and a half stars. (Second feature: 
Puppetmaster III: Toulon’s Revenge: “Prequel” to the first two 
movies, with Guy Rolfe as the original puppetmaster in Nazi 
Germany who discovers the secret of animating puppets without 
strings, and Richard Lynch as the Gestapo intelligence agent 
who wants to find him and kill him. Caught in the middle is good- 
hearted Nazi scientist Ian Abercrombie. A little slow, with less 
killer-puppet action than usual. Two and a half stars.) 

September 11: Basket Case 3: The Progeny: In Frank 
Henenlotter’s sequel, America’s most popular mutant family 
boards a school bus and heads South to visit “Little Hal,” a 3,000- 
pound six-armed Jello mold with acne. Belial, the world’s most 
famous gnarly-squashed-octopus-Siamese-twin-in-a-basket, be- 
comes the father of twelve children, who come out of Eve (Mrs. 
Belial) on a thirty-foot rope that looks like a gooey intestine. And 
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there’s a nymphomaniac sheriffs daughter who locks up Kevin 
Van Hentenryck in the jail and puts on a leather corset. Four 
stars. (Second feature: The Brood: Perhaps the sickest genetic- 
DNA mutant movie ever made by David Cronenberg, which is 
saying a lot. Oliver Reed is a doctor of Psycho Plasmics responsible 
for experiments which cause Samantha Eggar to give birth to 
something that grows outside of her body, in a gooey bag that hangs 
off of her. Let’s not dwell on it. Four stars.) 

September 18: Fast Getaway: Corey Haim and Leo Rossi 
are father-son bank robbers in this surprisingly funny caper flick 
that also features Cynthia Rothrock, inaslapstick bimbo role, as 
a small-time hood who ruthlessly kung-fus Rossi every chance she 
gets, in spite of the fact that Rossi doesn’t know kung fu. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Scanners II: The New Order: In the sequel about 
mutant birth-defect children who have the power to teleport stuff 
around rooms and control minds, a police commander tries to get 
a mild-mannered veterinary student to explode heads for the good 
guys and defeat the Scanners who have gone bad and become 
confined to drug-treatment centers in Toronto. Two and a half 
stars.) 
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What do you mean we havent arrested enough people? 


So Many Jails, So Few Cons 


ell, it finally happened. We built so many jails 
we ran out of criminals to stick in em. 

Nassau County, New York, spent 100 million 
bucks on a new county jail, complete with a Star Trek 
Surveillance System and every kind of gadget you 
can buy for keepin cons in 
the can. They had every- 
thing but robots fry-cooking 
in the mess hall. And then 
they finally opened the 
sucker up—and they only 
had 400 inmates to put in it. 

They panicked. They’re 
probly still out there, arrest- 
ing jaywalkers in Massa- 
pequa, trying to justify their 
investment. 

But this is what hap- 
pened when the Republicans 
took over in 1980. Their an- 
swer to crime was to build 
new prisons. They thought 
if we built enough new pris- 
ons, we could toss everybody 
inside that was dealin drugs 
or shootin old ladies or rapin 
teenage girls, and pretty 
soon the ones that were left 
would be too scared to com- 
mit crimes themselves. 

The theory was, “If we 
just scare the bejeebers out 
of em, they'll straighten up.” So they ordered a lot of 
mandatory sentences, too. If you do the crime, you do 
the time. No excuses. No time off for being a nice guy. 
No exceptions. 

So let’s take a look at what happened. In Texas, 
there were 224,000 prisoners in 1984. 

Six years later, there were 356,000 cons doing 
time—an increase of 59 goldurn per cent! 

So the first part of the solution worked. We did go 
arrest those suckers and throw their hineys in the 
pokey. 

Let’s look at the expected result. 

Did anybody get scared off and stop committing 
crimes? 

Uh-oh. 

Looks like the crime rate rose 30 per cent during 
those same years. 

What should we do now? Throw 150,000 more 
people in jail in the next six years? 

With all these people in jail, you would think it 
would eventually result in a decrease in the number 





of available criminals. Or at least we wouldn’t be 
able to buy new stereos fast enough to replace the 
ones that were already stolen, before they let the 
burglars back out of prison to steal the fresh ones. 

You know what I mean here? Something’s wrong 
with this idea. 

Pll tell you what it is. 

The only reason people 
like to build new prisons and 
throw drug dealers in there, 
and not give em any chance 
of parole, and make sure we 
have more and more manda- 
tory sentences, where they 
can’t get off for “good time” — 
the reason we like all these 
1980’s-style Republican so- 
lutions is that it makes us 
feel better. 

It does not, however, 
make the criminal feel bet- 
ter. 

It makes him feel worse. 

It makes him bitter. It 
makes him hopeless. And 
mostly it makes him mad. 

Listen up. It doesn’t 
matter whether we feel bet- 
ter or not. What matters is 
that we cut down the num- 
ber of future crimes. And that 
means, when the guy comes 
out of prison, we should want him to feel better. 

He should feel like he got just exactly what he 
deserved. 

He should never feel like he got a whole lot more 
than he deserved. 

If you wanna protect your stereo, and your 
sister, and your car, this is how you do it. 

That other way’s been tried for thirteen years 
now. It don’t work. 


Rowdy Behavior Alert! 


The Mohawk Drive-In in Gardner, Massa- 
chusetts, is fighting a losing battle against the 
stern forces on the town council who want it closed 
down, ever since the patrons rioted one night two 
years ago. The owners made a deal with the city— 
no more dusk-to-dawn shows—and so far it’s 
hanging in there. John P. Kaufman is leading the 
fight to save it and reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it could happen here. 
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How much wampum can you get on a 94 per cent progressive slot? 


He Speak With Forked Odds 


D id you know that the Stockbridge-Munsee Band 
of the Mohican Indian tribe has its own gam- 
bling casino in Bowler, Wisconsin? 

In fact, is there any Indian tribe left in the whole 
country that does not have a gambling casino? Every 
once in a while, somebody tries to stop the Indians 
from building a bingo hall or a poker parlor or a 
video-poker saloon and gift shop, and they get furi- 
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ous. They don’t get mad, like “We’ve got to defeat this 
stupid zoning ordinance.” They get mad like “You’re 
destroying our Indian heritage and violating all our 
ancient treaties.” 

The Winnebagos got real upset this year because 
the state of Minnesota denied them a permit to build 
a “gaming facility” at that tourist mecca—De Jope, 
Minnesota. And so the “chairperson” of the tribe— 
they don’t even have chiefs anymore—made a state- 
ment to the press. 

“We’re making progress,” she said. “This time 
they didn’t take our land. They just won’t let us use 
it.” And then she talked about all the battles the 
Winnebagos had fought against the white man in the 
past, like this was just one more stop on the Trail of 
Tears. 7 

Did I miss something here? When did all the 
Indians decide that an essential part of their culture 
was the right to sell slot machine tokens to ruammies 
bused in from Akron? 

I thought the whole idea of the reservation was 
so they could preserve their way of life, without the 
white man hanging around. But these Indians not 


only want the white man to come to the casino. 
Judging by the kind of odds they’re offering, they 
want the stupidest white man to come visit. 

A big-deal progressive slot payoff at the Ojibwa 
Casino Resort in Baraga, Michigan, is something 
like thirty or forty thousand. They used to have 
better payoffs at the illegal casino in Hot Springs, 
Arkansas. 

Anyhow, my question 
is this. How did all the 
Indians decide to do this 
at once? Did they have 
secret meetings at Little 
Big Horn where they said, 
“Okay, you sell blackjack 
to the Indian farmers— 
Pll take craps in Iowa”? 
Or, like most Indian 
things, maybe it was 
purely spiritual. Maybe 
the Great Spirit of the 
West Wind spoke to the 
Sioux chieftains and said, 
“Build huge buffet-style 
cafeterias right next to 
the baccarat room.” 

And one more ques- 
tion. How come the man- 
ager of the casino never 
looks like he’s really an 
Indian? It’s always one of those guys who looks like 
he never shaves or takes a bath, but he’s wearing a 
thousand-dollar suit anyway. 

When the Pilgrims landed, wasn’t the idea that 
the white people destroyed the Indian’s innocence? 
Wasn't the Indian supposed to be the guy who didn’t 
drink or gamble till white people corrupted him? 

What kind of Indians are these anyhow? 


Lie To Me (David Martin): From page one 
this psychological thriller grabs you and holds on 


like cat fur on black velvet. In a series of expertly 
navigated plot twists, a burned-out, renegade cop 
tracks a psycho killer only to find his own per- 
sonal redemption in the wake. Heard it all be- 
fore? Don’t bet on it. Four stars, no lie. ($18.95. 
Random House, Inc., New York, NY 10022.) 





Dear Joe Bob, 

I am a temporarily 
metabolically-abled, 
pigmentally-chal- 
lenged, non-adult hu- 
person. Translation: I 
am a living, white teen- 
ager. Sounds impres- 
sive, don’t it? Accord- 
ing to this type of lan- 
guage, there are no 
gangs in L.A., just 
“youth groups.” There is no censorship, just “selec- 
tive speech.” And, of course, there are no psycho- 
paths in America, just socially misaligned people. If 
people talked like this all of the time you would be 
referred to as a bovine control officer (cowboy). This 
kind of language makes me sick (health-impaired). 
What do you think about it? 

Yours, 
Jason Rhett Butler 
Yountville, Calif. 
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Dear Jason: 
When I hear language like that, I feel 
regurgitatively challenged. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Good God, Joe Bob; I’ve written to you two times 
and gotten two replies! Don’t you have anything 
better to do? Me neither. 

You are kinda right about Chesty Morgan. She 
has to be poised exactly right, with body make-up 
and good lighting, to really look real good. Other- 
wise—well—as wonderful as those gallon-glands 
are, they can’t defy the law of gravity. 

Great and timely article on the phony bazooms 
bonanza business. This fan of fantastic female flesh 
has never seen such a bumper crop of bountiful 
bumpers since the early days of Playboy. 

And while I don’t discount the gorgeous gals who 
resort to cosmetic surgery to enhance the best idea 
God ever had, I do give higher marks to natural 
wonders, Virginia Bell being an excellent example. 
I’m very glad we agreed that God did an extra special 
little dance around her. 

Best regards, 

Bill Cantey 

Charleston, S.C. 
Dear Bill: 

There’s a woman in California claiming to be 
eighty-eight inches. Now. I don’t care whether a 
surgeon did that or God did that. They’re both 
disgusting. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I need to know your opinion on a problem that is 
plaguing Northern California. We have too large a 
population of homely women. To be specific, the 
average woman wears little or no makeup and usu- 


ADVICE 


to the Hopeless 


ally looks quite dread- 
ful. These women are 
mothers, professionals, 
housewives, etc. 

And seemingly, the 
more homely the 
woman, the more likely 
she will be some sort of 
activist. The leader of 
the activists is the one 
who looks like she has 
never shaved any body 
hair or bathed in three months. Turn on any local 
nightly news for verification. 

Would some sort of government-funded makeover 
program be effective? 

Disgusted, 

Sammy Burns 

San Francisco 
Dear Sammy: 

Unfortunately, if you left makeovers up to a 
government committee, you'd end up with spiked 
hair out the wazoo. I recommend issuing “fashion 
police” citations as a new source of city revenue. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Say—a problem. All the Austin theaters, even 
the dollar ones, except UT’s Dobie and the Village 
Cinema Art, show just a handful of films. It turns 
walk-in cinema into cable. Why do they do it? 

Gerald Burns 
Austin, Tex. 
Dear Gerald: 

Here’s a hint: 

It starts with the letter M. 

Sometimes God notices this, however, and cre- 
ates something like V.I. Warshawski. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Was this you? 

[Newspaper clipping: “SQUARE DANCERS 
BEAT A PEEPER: A man was beaten unconscious 
after he apparently was caught lifting women’s 
skirts at a square dance, police said.”] 

Riley Cardwell 
San Francisco 
Dear Riley: 

No, it most certainly was not me. I was uncon- 

scious for other unrelated reasons. 


Eh Yo! Joe Bob! 

Like, uh, ya know, like, uh, yeah, man. I jest read 
yer lastest newsletter. Finded some interestin’ stuff 
in it. The letter from Steve Reichert I wanted ta 
comment on. 

Steve! Go rent the video of Barbarian Queen. It 
is obvious to me that no telebision stasheun in the 
United States is gonna air that without brakin’ a 
coupla pairs o’ clippers over it. So ya missed the 
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brothel set-up for the gladiators. Not only that, ya 
missed it twice, and once with all them thar nekkid 
women walkin’ outen the place. It shows all the 
bippies, putney and pooter you’d want to see in a 
single scene of a single fillum. [’'d venture to say 
there is a breast count of over 150 in that movie. Tell 
‘im, Joe Bob. Yow’re the official breast counter-upper 
we all rely on. 

Praise be to the Weirdness spirits of JoeBobhallia. 

Sincerely, in Bizzaroland, 
Tom Cardarelli 
Lima, O. 

Dear Tom: 

You’re right about Barbarian Queen being a very 
popular flick, even though the Barbarian Queen 
herself has those little toothpick arms that make her 
look like Olive Oyl. And I have no idea why they even 
try to show it on commercial TV in a sliced-and-diced 
version. They kinda miss the whole point. 


Joe Bob, 
I’ve been told I look like you. I thought it might 





be the hat. Others tell me it’s my eyes. I am so 
confused! Should I seek private care? Do we really 
know who our mothers are? Help!!! 
Next of kin, 
Kenny Campbell 
Dallas 
Dear Kenny: 
Check your left buttock and report back to me. 


Victory Over Republicans! 


The Admiral Twin Drive-In in Tulsa, Okla- 
homa, has been rescued from oblivion by Rich- 
ard D. Smith, a former division manager for 
General Cinema who couldn’t stand to see his 
old bosses sell it off, and so he bought it himself. 
It’s twenty-six acres and the last drive-in in 
Tulsa. What an American. Gary Crowdus of 
New York City reminds us that the drive-in 
will never die. 


Find That Flick 


This Week's Contest 


Larry Burwell of San Francisco: “In the early 
sixties there was a great movie about the lost conti- 
nent (what else?) Atlantis. The Atlanteans (?) used to 
mine crystals which, when used properly, would 
turn men into: swine! As male slaves became old or 
useless, the Atlantean priests would hypnotize them 
and begin the gradual metamorphosis into Porc a 
Yorange. (Yes, they did wind up on the banquet table. 
Can we therefore deduce that the Atlanteans were 
not one of the twelve tribes of Israel?) The director 
showed suitable artistic restraint in having the guy’s 
ears become the first part to ‘go pork’ rather than the 
obvious organ. These crystals also had a dual pur- 
pose and could be used to project lethal rays as a sort 
of prehistoric Ultimate Weapon. All in all, very 
handy crystals to have around. I cannot remember 
the name of this movie. Breasts? (Not sure: I wasn’t 
counting them thirty years ago.) Crystal Fu. Out-of- 
control-death-ray Fu. Much to upset Animal Rights 
Advocates. Award nominations to the priest who 
would spin the crystals and chant, ‘Every day you 
will become more and more like a boar!’ Every time 
I mention this movie to people they look at me as if 
Ihave been gazing into crystals too long. Any thoughts 
on this?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
Find That Flick’ questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 31 issue, David Williams of Buffalo 
described a South American movie about a guy who 
“works in a meat packing plant, and there’s this 
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strange machine that apparently drains all the blood 
out of the cows and grinds em up or something like 
that. Anyway, one day—don’t remember why—he 
kills this guy, but before he can get rid of the body all 
these people keep coming over and interrupting him. 
So while he is trying to figure out what to do with the 
body he keeps it in his bedroom, and since it’s kinda 
hot outside the body starts stinkin’ to high heaven. 
I vividly remember him going out and buying a case 
of air freshener and spraying it around trying to kill 
the stench. Anyway he finally takes the body to the 
meat plant and disposes of it. Next day he gets a call 
from this guy who apparently lives way up in one of 
the penthouses in this huge skyscraper that sits 
across the street from the meat packing plant guy’s 
house. Seems the penthouse guy has a super power- 
ful telescope but instead of watching the stars has 
been watching the meat packer in his endeavors to 


get rid of the body. The penthouse guy ‘asks’ the 
meat packer to kill someone for him and dispose of 
the body in the same manner.” 

We received six correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing—and she is... 

E.S. Knight of Jefferson, Texas: “Oh God, Joe 
Bob, even J have seen this flick. The movie is View 
from the 13th Floor, and I saw it on a double bill with 
Last House on the Left at a movie theater full of guys 
wearing sandals and socks. Great scene of him 
dispatching one of his girlfriend’s relatives, I think, 
with a hatchet cleaving his head in two. I also want 
to say it was a soup factory he worked in, and that the 
rich guy wanted our hero to kill him and have him 
canned. I couldn’t eat chunky beef soup for a long 
time afterwards.” 

Additional information came from our five run- 
ners-up... 


: 
| Drive-In Classics Deal-o-rama! 
| 


Subscribe now and get a Herschell Gordon Lewis cult classic on VHS for only $10! 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get the video of your choice from the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition series for $10. Offer expires 
| September 30, 1993. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and choice of one* 
video from the Herschell Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition 
video series (listed below)—$80 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


ES Suburban Roulette 


[_| Just For the Hell Of It 


[_| Wizard of Gore 


[| Blood Feast 


[| Two Thousand Maniacs 
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*For additional videos, add $10 each. 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


Name 

Address 

City ees 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


Zip 


Signature 


1993 Binders Are Here! 


They re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 
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Back Issues Galore! | 

$4 per single back issue | 
Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever | 
published, plus binders: $200 | 
Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note | 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are : 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 





$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


Jim Singer of Las Vegas: “A- 
partment on the 13th Floor, a/k/a 
Cannibal Man, was made in 1972 
during the booming glory days of 
horror film production in Spain. 
The messy picture was written 
and directed by Eloy de la Iglesia, 
with Vincent Parra as a slaugh- 
terhouse employee who goes nuts 
one day and can’t stop himself 
from disposing of everyone he 
crosses paths with. Emma Cohen 
co-starred in this one. It was a 
triple feature urban grindhouse 
special, and I’m not sure if it’s 
‘officially’ on videocassette in the 
states—probably a mail order com- 
pany has it—nor did it ever make 
it to late night TV like the Paul 
Naschy werewolf pics and Span- 
ish Blind Dead shows before those 
miserable infomercials completely 
took over the airwaves.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The Apartment 
on the 13th Floor was originally 
titled Le Semana del Asesino (‘The 
Week of the Killer’). The film was 
banned in Britain as a so-called 
‘video nasty.” 

Craig Ledbetter of King- 
wood, Texas: “La Semana del 
Asesino stars Vincente Parra, 
Emma Cohen, Eusebio Poncela 
and Charlie Bravo.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati, 
and Richard Linoleum of Park 
Forest, Illinois. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Cc 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Video Sales 


Amateur adult videos. Sociosexual docu- 


mentaries or one-hand videos? You decide! 
Send only SASE for free list. Hour sample— 
$20. Adults only , please. MacLean-Jameson, 
POB 191544, San Francisco, CA 94119. 

@ 
Carl J. Sukenick’s Alien Beasts. Warning: 
So sick that publicity photos have been 
banned by Cinefantastique / Femme Fatales 
of Horror magazine. $19.95. Payable to CJS 
Films, P.O. Box 20013, New York, NY 10011- 
9993. 
Girls video—soft core. Information—money 
order $5. Manuel Ramos, P.O. Box 7492, 
Ponce, OR 00732. 


Fanzines 


Nuthouse. Aggressive humor therapy. $1/1, 


$5/5 to Twin Rivers Press, P. O. Box 119, 
Ellenton, FL 34222. Outpatients welcome. 
Weenie Toons! Women Cartoonists Mock 
Cocks. Send $5 to Roz Warren, POB 259, 
Bala Cynwyd, PA 19004. 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo, 4 


newsletters and catalog, $12; kit and per- 
sonalized video letter (VHS), $25; sample 
newsletter and catalog, $2. Foreign orders 
add $1.50. Send to Monique Gabrielle, 1560- 
1 Newbury Rd. #420, Newbury Park, CA 
91320. 


Miscellaneous 


Real human bones, skulls, trading cards, 





model kits, serial killers, G.G. Allin, real 
death pictures, movie props, uncut videos 
and more. Over 1,000 horror items! Send $3 
to Foxx Entertainment, 327 West Laguna, 
Tempe, AZ 85282. Must sign youre at least 
18. It’s that intense! 


Video Trades 


Video collectors: Your list or two stamps 
gets mine. Horror, etc. Ron Ford, P.O. Box 
923171, Sylmar, CA 91352. 

Will trade New Jack City for Eating, Milo & 
Otis, Strangersin Good Company... Donna 
K. Brooks, RR3 Box 302, Putney, VT 05346. 


Seeking WR: Mysteries on the Organism, 
Viva Dirk, Celine and Julie Go Boating, 
Shock Corridor, Altman’s 3 Women, and 
any Firesign Theatre or obscure Godard. 
Have many cult and classics to trade. KZ, 
235 5th Ave. #4L, Brooklyn, NY 11215. 
Drag racing camcorder action? Let’s trade! 
Brian Johnson, 11 Werner Rd., Greenville, 
PA 16125-9434. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 


you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas. TX 
15221. 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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